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Even now, the local Q'eqchi' population believes much of the land in the area belongs to it, and 
not to the mining company. 

At the time of Mrs. Caal's eviction, there was no mining anywhere near Lote Ocho, but mining 
officials moved to evict the villagers anyway. The community is made up of about a dozen 
scattered, flimsy wooden houses, home to about I 00 people, most of them children. 

There is no electricity here or a school for the children. The village is a bumpy 45-minute ride in 
a pickup truck uphill from the nearest town. But that costs money, so most of the villagers walk 
there using a footpath, which takes about two hours. 

Mrs. Caal said the armed men who attacked her during the eviction were so brutal with her that 
she could not get up from the spot where they had left her. But when her husband asked what had 
happened to her, she told him only that she had fallen, afraid of how he might react. 

It is still a subject she turns to reluctantly. 

"Remembering is reliving," Mrs. Caal said. "It hurts. It hurts as a woman." 

A version of this article appears in print on Apri/3, 2016, on page AI of the New York edition 
with the headline: Outcry Echoes Up to Canada 
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